could not bear 
what happened by 


the darkness; 
a cave then, 
acquiescence. 


The Affair 


I took myself 
rather too fierce 


ly dry. When jousting numbs, 
flips one 
to LIE Now it's just 


what you've v 
amped for,sweet 
yPie: Fuck 
ultee MUTT. 


Afro-Viginette 
Outside the thrift shop,scanning, 
her two kids clutching toys,pull 
ing oppositely. 


"Are you looking for ME?"pickup 
driver's prompt 


intrigue. No I'm not looking for you! Oh 
my no I'm not! 


Their laughing a part 
of the code 


for everything. 


Utterly Aint Misbehaving 


At the invention of fact 
we all stood stock still 
heeding the warning: "We 
want the PROgram, people, 
not the dance! GET it?" 


See 


in her combing 
soft the fall 
ing hair a fan 
breathes. 


After Reading Ann Landers 


for my morning laugh, but 
weighing in among 
the wacky ills. 


In manners of love 
one must remain wary 


of naming another 
imbecile. 


I, 


raging the 
apparent 


Landscape 
encounter 


you in 
gravity, 
revered 


Space, and 
naturally 
displeased, 


displace, 
trumpeting 
too that 


you are not 
to be saved, 
Since saving me 


describes forever 
the visionary 


moment ,meaning 
all; thus,I re 
fute Dr Johnson. 


The Art of It 


This is An Apple 
when you see it 


is not,nor anything, you 
never again halve 


Certainty with 
the others,who, 
in plumb Truth, 


will malaceously knock; and 
thus are apples absconding 


with your shining 
reputation. 


Fog 


An attache case jots 
past a tree,black, both 
or is that wet tree a 
drift back of the case? 


I ask you. In a sense,a 
goes by 6b and therefore... 


(In a sense! --what else 

is there?) Orientation be 

ing convention,so must I, 

for most fastidious you,im 


ply a someone carrying too. 
Such a face! Faithful 

to nothing,we spot a 
constant rub. 


Audiences 


They laughed at William Carlos Williams at Ioway, 
alienold he among that corn where wellaway ‘twas then 
Vanguard,wellfed. Academy 

Rye-tin' n' other oxy 


morons. Padraic Colum at our small place wandering,forgot his 
Gaelic riverbanks, finally 

asking which poem of his we wished recited. 

Not title one we knew. Shaking,he fished down 


and drew up just a line,then a skein,easing 
with those glistening charms our ignorant pain. 


After,in an upper room for junk never redeemed, 


a student mine, female 
in the way reclaiming 


time, enveloped 
his freckled hand. 
Hey! How're you doin? 


rebuts the newest,hustlin' 
jive of all bored 
auditoriums,All American 
suety whores. 


The Auslander 


plopped as I entered. Out! I ordered. So, 
just what do you think you're doing, 
anyway? Weighing some fine point of 


justice in your own warped favor? 


Seeking to embarrass 
with your crude aesthetic? 


Skipping a shower the more to relish 
those stranger odors your trash 


food sweats? Accents,uh huh! 
Surfing a girl in hope 
the line of her panty shows? 


The latter I know;the rest 
educated guesses. 


"I admit nothing,but I'll part, 
like you,foreign to my heart." 


The Bad Movie Attempts 


talk, Like the rest of us 


facing the awful land 


scape,won't,again like 
us,get the haulscored 
by those with filmy teeth. 


ALL God's Children 


The sanctioned continuity 
of man's ingenuity to man: 


Bouncing Betty. She vuss there 
in the Gulf War,our latest pride 
of lines just 


as when She made it quite 
safe for democracy in ‘18. 


WelL,anyway,the short of it's up 
She frisks when triggered 


'n blows your balls off. 
(Be Less Than You Can Be.) 


Oh 'scuse sexist me and mine 
Since we've taken women in: 


Hey Gals! Pay's not bad, right?--what with Bouncing Betty for 
your fringe. 


Dear John Q. 


Bad songs make you cry,whip 
ping up that cesspool 
of the expected. 


Hitler loved dogs and children, 
you little facist prick. 


In the Marketplace of Liars 


no true chum remains 
genuine 


ly a bargain. 


Fawlty TowersBritish TV comedy 


The Literary Life 


Basil Fawlty,you irreversible dolt! 
Yet haven't I spurred white-hot steeds 
to just as unremarkable defeats? 
(when I had the guts to saddle anything but Hope). 


We long to play Hamlet or Raskolnikov to be Sure. 

The samovars,the whistling swords! 
Slums of vile despairing,breathlessly sinister courts. 
Promoting mad scenes to suit 


the heart of the moment,but never to flash true 
wares as Pangloss,nor dare parade the open face 


of Sancho Panza. Saddest yet that 
narrow shelf of all my Quizling selves. 


Beauty hasn't world enough, thus 


you turn,cabs lengthening 

to suns. Clouds punch 
up,blackest at their 
hearts. The wind 


drubs the city 
in petals,stunning with 
perfumes. This mood, 


not yours,though fierce 
ly elegant, you crack 
the exact moment apart, 
the molten core of motion in your image. 


Slumber Song 


Go to bed, 
Pretending 


Somebody 
Loves you. 


It's all right 
Dt"sall: Lies. 


Tomorrow's another one, 
BabyHon. 


The Whatchacallit,Wasteland 


PrezReagan slammed: 
Bmovie actor--yet 
TVnews one 


BIG Bmovie. 
's all Soap, 
Gertie. 


ALL we know 'n 
can write about 
being 


SHIT. ‘bout what's the te 
dious debate,America? 
What color? 


"and when the things you plan" 


Light as butcher 
Knives 


the trees, 
the wind 


rows hoarsely 
on and on 


to l more 
bloody yr 


Two Photos At the Garden Show 


"The bluebirds have returned 
to Militia Hill!" Fact 


emphatic: "This is a BLUE bird; 
but THIS is a bluebird!" Yeah, 


Fiesty little guy 
with orange breast- 
splotch so 


himself. 


ALL the News That Fits 


MENSA dude strangles wife w/ blue panties, 
stows her,freezing AC rm,fudging time 


of death. Goes he then asailin' w/ buddy... 
later "phones" fm ole buddy's house to "wife"- - 


8 yr old girl pks up as he's 
dissembling over dial-tone. 
Perfect case closed. 


Hast seen blue panties? O 
the blueness of the panties! Am I 
blue? Blue heaven, note, moon, funk. 


Lucille Mellancamp RN,New Bedford,Mass,reports on 1st 
wearing of latest nylon blend she had stepped in 


to step out. (Note: tight 
elastic knicks her.) 


I'm smart too,it's 
helped in school. 


The Debt--to Joseph Beuys 


Hey Joe whattayuhknow? 
Still one of the boys? 
I like the one where 


these peasants wrapped 
Icy you in fat and felt 
after the crash. So -waffe 


to -mensch,and you,Pal,never 
quite the same. Well I 
mean that there are fits 


of starts for all of us,but who has 
sniffed ole Death'll figure it, their 
humanness. I don't mean 


those yuppies, coarse- 
ly strung mid-fart,who glimpse the face of God 
through credit cards. They gotta learn 

the hath they've wrought, 


that sometimes, Joe, you can't pay 
what you owe. 


The Historic Boat Tour 


And note the bank of bouganvilla 
leading up to the older house. 


You get that box lunch the ladies sold? 
Colonel Breathard himSELF... 

Like one humungous Jalapeno. 

planted it, 


Yeah. Right. 


sending the gardeners home that day, 
Farting like a machine gun since! 
as a birthday gift FOR... 


Uh huh? Everywhere you go it's the same. 


at the library 


she bowed her back towards 
the shelves,wordless- 
ly expressing this 


is my body: i can do 
anything with it 


i want. 
I can. 
I! 


The Life of the Spirit 


from boredom you concoct a rag 
In which you just succomb. 


Then play it till a hag 
bestows a sandwich. 


Boswell Visits Rousseau 
(a ballade in 4/7 time) 


John-Jacques 
John-Jacques 
John-Jacques 
John-Jacques 


Got the clap 
clap clap clap 


clap 
clap clap! 


by. 


Life goes fucking 


Knife in the Water 


With all this nasty chess of sex 
I'm tickled Norman Bates, 

ole genderbender,stays 
politically correct. 


Starting At the Hedge 


Clip clip clip, 
Cary Grant. Dont 
cutjuh balls off, 
Sleaze. 


Bleach bleach bleach 
Archie Leach, 

Watcha ass there, 
Dick. 


Slick slick slick 
Tricky Dick 

Kick me harder, 
Clown. 


Down Down Down 
...to Venus Mound. 
Cool it, 

Cock. 


Rock Rock Rock, 
Elvis hot,sock 
it King. 


Yeah n' wring it out, 
Bierce. Wherdjuh go? 
Wherdjuh go? Wherdjuh go? 


And whodjuh see? 
What rose,Mexicali? 


Casavettes 


sweet john by Jesus 
begetting films with rent 
ed lights and paper coffee 


cups filling gutters, 
continent away from 
Cigar suckers and fuck- 
ladies under the sunHAMMER, 


greaseseductions, the pop 
ping thrust of a thousand 
sexual tongues. 


Sophocles among the vicious cartoons, 
Vincent teasing life from the extras 
off the gritty street, 


napoleon yelling get out! 
If you're not in the shot,go AWAY! 
you too,John. 


Science 


Chaos get pitched 
and we're brushed 


back to walk,soon sliding 
to appropriate replicas 
bound inside the blinding 


diamond. You can't any 
where Know what you find: 
each curve hung in time, 


you hit downtown 
because you can 


see it and mustn't 
ceaselessly strike out with 
in the Luscious spaces 


ruled. Not enough then 
to elegantly muse,dying at base, 
or,jaded,get tagged in rundowns. 
So up finally stride uncon 


scious you and true, 
next at bat,Charm 
more crazy, luminous 


ly sung,and a la 
The Babe Divine 
ly point in ECSTASY 


shrewd. 


Children 


have died 

in these times, 

their sweet eyes 

their sweet eyes murdered 


in these 
times 
Children 


in these times Children Children in these times 
have died in these murdering times their sweet 
their sweet eyes their 


eyes 
eyes 
eyes 
eyes 
eyes 


So Much An Hour 


The place of time 
's a clock 
once we step round. 


Now it depends on the company. 
W/ a good'un 
lots is forgiven 


w/ kisses for all,since 
you can push everything 
back to ring in. 


And w/ a bad 
their hands 
is razors. 


Kiss-ass 


couriers round the court 
in time of A. Pope's writing 
for a collar: I'm 


His Majesty's dog at Kew 
Pray,Sir,whose dog are you? 


Hey ,ALexander,so 
you shouldn't see 
the kennel now! 


according to an 


other intonating lady on public tv: 
zillion more insects than people 
well we're so BIG hell 


i cd think of 
some sweet 
places 


The Difference 


What I'm thinking is bizarre enough. 


Must others crash in unannounced 
Sliding eyes? 


A craze becomes its own plate 
only. It strays,though staying 
under sustenance. 


aS maniacs with 


Birthday 


a. Congratulations. You haven't gotten crazy. 
b. I don't know about that. What's crazy? 


a. Like, Crazy is going to the supermarket 

and apostrophizing the checkers. What 

beautiful knights and ladies! And what a lovely 
castle! 


b: Then I'm crazy with reservations: it's all 
definitely there but needs work. 


It 


flowers suffocatingly. 
You cannnot recollect 


the seed,the rain- 
y day spent 
on your knees. 


The Science and the Art 


If earnest,you can never join 
the prevalent circus, 

but slink outside 

for exercise 


as if it mattered, 
being just 
another 

Slut. 


Even on this joyous day 
where a something amalgamates 
further bastards such 


as postmodernist 
deconstructionist 
feminist...well, 


the idea's had,IT 
lurching as we breathe 


Sibilantly each other in. 


with all 

of your degrees, 
are catching on 

about the eyes. 


The Moments of a Kind of Life 


Too incremental,I know 
and therefore slow. 


"Throw a curve ball!"-- 
advice. But that hangs, 


sooner than later, 
in silly duration, 
SO easy 
to decide the spin. 


You! 


Patriots 


In this poem's 
no age or gender. 


You'd be hard put 
to know genitals 


to play with,or 
ethnicity or race. 


Hey! Politically Correct 
or no,Abortion up or down? 
Try fathoming,Clown. 


Can't! Oh you can scorn, 
be so bored you hear 
your pipes corroding, 


scream Lemme out of this 
lousy poem,so-called! - - 

the PRECiousness and drear 
little antelope tropes. 


Good! Say it's shitty 
at any rate we're digging 
democracy. 


Believing Place 


On the road when Llight- 
ning doesn't strike. In my 
moment,cruel and kind at once, 
I thirst 


for something...it's 
not raining yet 


the weather ambiguous- 
ly menaces. Upheavals 


ahead;a crevice jaws 
to leap across or shun. 


There can be gunners too, 
fire sucking 


fire from out of Life. 


I might even wish to end 
here,knowing that vicious, 


daily twist that there's no road to 


Damascus. 
Recovery 
Something deeply lost: you have dived hence 
to feel a shape of it, a fine sense 
any cost embrace yourself within its 


whiteness. 


Definition #1 


Mad at Milton for allusion though 
examples gross as earth exhort 


me to exceed my grasp,cross that bar while, 
to mine own heart true,I'm nonetheless 
scarce adjusted in this room amid 
such Low comedy and high 


sentence. Oh yes! but 
that's defining farce,no? 


Sweet Hell--to Isaac Babel 


I getta hardon,man,'slike 
I could tuck it under my chin 
and paint on crazy bowtie. 


Okay ,okay, Pornography and Lies 
(an autobiography). Why don't you just 


say "and then you die"? Hey! 
Like it IS a d-RIVE,sex. Drive! 


he said. Through the lovely flower and through 
the whole fuckin' works! 


And look out when it STARTS. Hhold on to 
the handles of that c-RAZY sled, Baby! 
And I hold on and m'Lady too's how we say FUCK 
YOU,WORLD! ('swhat WhoreLady 
Luck's sneering now. ) 


Like Guy DeMaupassant,man: 
he struck the fuckin HUMAN 
about SEX I shit you not: 
that short story about 


Carriage driver? Says to the maid he carries 
each and every morning "How about little fun 
today,Madamoiselle?" And she laughs and laughs. 


And one morning she says yes. 


And one morning she says yes,and Like, 
that's the story: outa the b-LUE she says yes! 
SHIT! That's what I mean! YES! Fuck 
in AFFIRMATION, Baby! LIFE! Fuckin' LIFE! 


Be nice and pay some attention and stop greedy 
grabbing for once and it might even come to YOU. 


But it...it surely is all,ALL fuckin DANGEROUS. 
Let's not ever forget that 


DeMaupassant died on all fours eating his own shit. 
Who dealt this mess? 


Teaching An Old Saw New Tooth 


The dental assistant's ass 
speaks volume. 


Dish night 


I learned romance 
from movies, shattering 
lies. 


At the Summit 


The woman,divorced,seething. 
So...why not try? you reason. 
From boredom she accedes then 


among all those famous sounds, 
you locate it, further wound. 


Don't sweat it. No reparations 
Licitjust 


keep everything up, 
repeating,too, 
your lie, your name. 


Ron's Paintingto D. 


What is a dream of rain? 
Does it uncover shape? 
Can pain 


define the place 
that's cut? 


Can we see 
what we repeat? 


Why is it always too late? 
Can the rain learn? Absurd. It 


only washes and chills. What becomes 
the dream as rain 


drums into your exhaling judgement? 
When you shiver in your human breath 
wondering what you've done again? 


But as rain freshens thus 
it dreams us. 


The Mission 


I put in a week Thursday with a 
feminist. 


"You're STILL not getting it!" 
So I naturally 
didn't 


com 
mence. 


A Poem in the German Language 


When I presume to think of you I se 
lect a languid stream,one turn 
ing leaf then quick eyes. 


Encounter 


Honest to God we started by 
talking suds 


in the laundry room, 
lesbian, 'n I 

said I 'preciate 

the sweeter subtleties 


your lover embodies,which 

most men lack for sure,and I'm 
certain there's good 

sense to all the sex y'all do 


n' even good sex too, 
but show me 
anything 


like this rockhard cock 
full of blood,Missy. 


The Saving Grace 


Hey I love the entrepreneurs in 
my field,stakes infinitesi 
mal and yet they invest 


tongue into rectum, 
keeping contact 

no matter how many 
fashionable corners turn. 


Why a person has to stay light 
on that there person's feet. 


And that's ballet,aint it,Sweets? 
Had an aunt said if you can't 
Say something nice... 


etc. So I will! The heros thus presented 
and heroines presenting, remain 


too busy to whine 
at the moment. 


At the Opening of the First Epileptic Bank 


We're not crazy. 
We're not funny. 
Taking fits 'n 
Saving money. 


What's sex Like 


with one who sees 
life as The Eroica; 
another, Silly 


Symphony? What 
you'd expect, 
affecting. 


Wilderness almost Sweet: 


while trees play 
a rain 


soft air 
of light sailing 


us, YOU 
keen of elsewhere. 


Goddammit, 


I worked to get it 
just right. Why not you? 


Don't talk to me about lack of time, 


TV has peeled your brain 
in the TIME it painted your face. 


Ending Alone 


The more fair the less 
close. Unto the exquisite 


stretch where wind turns 
lover. 


,»with 


in your eyes, ah those 
Little moons 
miniscus, ) 
plum blossom 
shivering both 


The Requirement 


Friendship is fine 
but for love 


you must be willing 
to lie 


in my arms. 
Her face 


is a pain 
in the ass. 


Ask another 


martyr when he's 
passed it. 


temporal 
your little faces 


saying 
little faces wastes. 


notes from the compulsory concert 


great gobs of FahLahLah 
these suburbs n' their fits 
tickettaker's just enormous tits 


Fancy 


They spoke of it as shape. 
We who had the DUTY explained again, 
but enough was...the final way to kill 
such fancy is to kill. Strange 


we didn't ourselves fancy it 
at first but then we did,and didn't 


get our fill,nor talk our fill 
of it: those endless,subtle theories o 
didn't our poor heads ached so 


far past sweet dawn! Weren't WE the ones? 
And now we walk round hunched in tight. 

They say the nerves are sharpest wires those 
unending seconds before New Ones arrive. 


Hail 


Kissed a fat girl 
in a kitchen once. 
She liked it but no 


big deal. We minced 
back w/ Caesar salad. 


Engame 


the discussion 
turned 

on me,e- 

volved de- 


volved i have no 
opinions but 
fatigue 


With Or Without Punch Line 


I have this nice 
friend who's a painter, 
does fat stripes 


that go on,he says 
inspired by the desert 
West,I say by 


flat view from 
cot where he's 
usually deposited 


among empties. (Friends 
talk this way, 
it's okay.) 


At his shows come 
the decorators,circling 


him with love. It's nice 

and am I jealous! One, 

she gushes THE HERRENSTEIN'S 
SOFA! I MEAN ABOVE IT! JESUS! 


AND I HAD ALMOST GIVEN UP! 
(Friends talk this way too, 
it's okay.) 


And out comes the checkbook 
which is another dear form 


of love. And my friend smiles. 
It's all pretty nice,I 
mean pretty fuckin nice 


as his decorator friend's 
going on I NEVER! 
HOPED I'D FUHEYEDUH...and 


friends talk this way also and 
it's okay because it's 


all pretty nice,I 
mean it's all 
so pretty 


fuckin 
nice. 


Choreograph 


Why such mincing 
Fat Women 
about the buffet? 


Hey,come off of it! Wade in there 
with VOLUPTUOUS VOLUME 
Knocking back all,s- 


WING of hips 
proclaiming "Surrender these 


CALORIES unto us for we 
are SEX 
-ual FURNACES,wimps!" 


Final Figure 


Hands round, 
gears under. 


Pulses exit 
quartz at 
present,es 


tablishing face. 
You, recidivous 
mirror ina further 


smoke of mirrors. 


The moony wheel? 
The joking,actual 


math? None of 
these: a world 
class screw you 


trudge the ice- 
bright terrace down. 


Saying Fate 
The years have been a fiction 
and each hour and minute past. 
Live for today? 
Already it's 
too late,this breath in 
thought. Frames always impend. 


So what? Only the awful instant 
is flame. 


It's there 


In the float 
I'm afraid 


nothing is we 


don't bring, 


not a new slant. 
You don't think 
it do you? On its 


instant yes, 
but instantly 
expiring. 


The focus crowd 


is never loud. 
They got it 
gathered in. 


You flail around 
and face the clown 
in order 


to begin, then 
grind it out while 
Knowing it is final 


ly right and true 
as you will ever get. 


The focus crowd 
won't laugh out loud. 
They say soft things 
to help you 


knuckle under 
with a grace. 


(They always want you 
but not presently. ) 


You tell em to go fuck themselves 
but they take nothing personally. 


They always simply know they own 
the metaphor that counts 
for now. 


The Place of Advice 


Follow your heart! said she, 
entering the ruins. 


Decision 


I miss my- 
self loving 


food. What to do 
with time? 


J'accuse 


French films. We're perverse 
enough without explicit 
technical instruction. 


After She Drove Herself to Her Work 


Is it cold to have no time 
for love? Those Furies 


sucking my breath, 
promise death 


if they stop. Though told to get 
a life I have more 


than one this moment: I live 
on an exploding star. 


Where passion is a word 


the lady cites her "space." 
I have one nicely closed 

in my apartment. 'S called 
refrigerator. 


At Casa Nova 


"Towards your deeper realms I've tried, but 
I like women tending to fumble 
with my fly." 


Funeral Prayers 


Dave whispers 
they can say what 
they want, 


still need 
the church 


to bury you. 
Priest had us 


there,we're 
always had. 


The Order 


The future informs 
the past. 


You are not proper 
ly becoming 


as you were. 


The Garden 


Gold birds slouched 
in palpable dusk,a 
foliage sagging under 


aromas resident and 
cold,this purple rankness edging 


close. Don't bother rising up,fetching 
a robe for your life 


has come to nothing 
requisite. 


Solitaire 


Scowling up the wrong page 
could be Genius of the Age. 


Was ever thus ‘'n'twill be, 
I suppose. You hear the leaves 
turning alongside sleep. 

What was the Borges's story? 


The pages themselves 
kept splitting, 


ENCORE. 


Such a book would jam 
our world in time. 


Frightful! How then could you be 
known? Another smother. 


Low Art 


Gershwins knew the book was shit, 
urged songs to bridge 


Orangutang inanieties. Revivals suck the 000-so- 
AWFlee- innocent -cutesey-wootsey 


neverwas. Ah yes, 
the glitter 
y maid astride 


the halfmoon 
of the logo: 


one must lift her 
panties down. 


after the fairy tale by Christina Rossetti 


At the Goblin Market 


Laura n' Lizzie puttin’ out 
innocence at a stretch, 
jazzed by men extending 


maddest fruit,and who 
to believe,ever, 
‘round women and men? 


The Haul 


God hasn't got a point 
of view,might say 
let go,don't SEEK 


justice,wringing 

your heart thus. 

You'll need it full 
of blood. 


The History of Getting On With 


When the miraculous adjourns, 
the familiar exalts. 
God exits, 


but the milkmaid,ah, 
walks. 


It 


A Salt Lake In Turkey 


No top or bottom 
blotching furious 
bright. No way 


to find a way. 
Nothing human 


is alien to me. 
Goethe knew this 
whiteness 


after white. 


2 Poems of Dynamic Instruction 


How To Keep From Going Crazy 


(1) Be yourself. 


How to Go Crazy. 


See (1). 


Truth As Cartoon 


I can't burlesque Disney characters since 
they'd have me in court forever, 


like Dickens' Jardyce v Jardyce in 
Bleak House,but,say to suffice, they 


all do each other with 
Skill, relish,and abandon 
I'll say no more. 


(Except Goofy is worth anything 
you have to pay.) 


The Best of Times 


When the news of the great 
abstractions touched me, 
I concluded WE! 


had won,indeed,the greatest victory 
for Democracy and Freedom, 


a triumph inevitable. 


Of Justice over Tyranny. Of...Love,really-- 
The Blood of Recent Martyrs enabling me 
to continue floating 


loyally in peace! 

But a soft misgiv- 

ing perseverated I 
needn't voice here,which 


I confided,though,to our greatest literary 
artist,and he answered in the poetry 
he and his so effortlessly style: 

Yo' balls already on the block, boy! 


nobody safe,Motherfuck. 
Never. 


0 where then can one turn,ever, 
within the great abstractions? Their Stabbing 


clarity? 


Contemporary Love 


The homely woman 
at the party, 
and we,pretty 


much the rest,in 
secret compact this 


tedious fact. With 
in the geometry 
of loneliness 
I note our paths, 


or flights,intersect. Her 


persistent fashioning at first; 
presently just accident: 


we're driven to seek others, 
and no one. At these times 


I'm conventially polite 
and warmer than I might. 


A personal God might say 
Just who are YOU 


to judge my females? Why 
don't you just de-asshole 
a moment? Chill out!-- 


why there might eventually 
be some nice NOOKY 
in it for you,even." Oh yeah? Ole 


GOD wouldn't TALK that sorta way,huh? 
You'd be surprised. Job's to getta 
whole shitload of things ROLLING. 


Athwart the entropy 
of modern emotion. 


Could Hoover Wear His Dress To the Office? 


In the present climate of assent 
who could say yes? What 
is always with us 


always vanishes, leaving 
the inner where 


nobody can be 
blackmailed. 


The horse knows the way 


among the spooks 
of ancestral hooves, 
can shy,shows moods. 


In the cold our own history 
Sighs along the dapples, 


as with the braided ghosts 
of breath 
we reinvent 


love,our only summary 
for fate, for heartbreak. 
Not enough 


animal,nor 
Spirit,we numb. 


it's always the same the 
bite of the word, 

a slight 

turn 


of your lover 
to a friend 
of sorts 

then 

0 


1 


Hypocrisy 


No more taunts 
towards washed 
and unwashed. 


I'm scanning 
my own slide with 


in the shabby strut, 
and can't leave 
the apartment. 


Before Christ Was I am 


w/ Cleo on the Nile 
Knowing on which side 
my bread's bartered, 


w/ ee thinking 
blueeyed 
blueeyed, 


w/ Dolphy saying "Dot's 
vun wonderarsch y'got 
there, Eva, 


makes me wanna cum 
and cum and I could 
if a hairy Jew didn't 
jump into 
every 
fuckin 


thing!" 


Ludwig asking what? what? 
"I said if a hairy..." 


I say how do you like 
your blackeyed boys und girls, 


Mr Death? while 
Alan and Walt check out the bananas 
--not my brand of vice I whisper. 


So who ASKED you?their bawdy laugh 
and dance and dance away, nice 


turn, BuckandWing on down the produce aisle, 
vaudevile schticks! Stop! 
ALL of you clownish FUCKERS! This is 


the time of the bottom Line, 
the bottom,bottomest line,Slime. 


w/ Iacocca Ilks assenting 
You bete your ass! 
(and is an ass a life? Hey 


Eva?) 


An Historical Process 


They slide 


the huge blocks 
in, rearm 


their frigid right 
against us; 


with all that ice 
Crowding up, 


they'll harden. It's 
when you get anyone. 


Said to a lady 


What can I do 
for you 


this instant? I could 
eat you 


or buy 
The New York Times. 


A Later Invention 


Fast abiding in such: 
kiss beneath a groan- 
ing tree as from 


the jack-o-lantern houses those 
speeches of our others 
outwreathing in a cone. 


Shadows harrowing stones, 
ourselves in breath. 


We dream 


Irene, 


I,too,take a great notion 
but own 


a lesser. 


Shipping 


Island: is-ness, 
not isthmus yet 
I,the same this 


moment,and not, 
allegedly more 


stolid against 
encroached 


worlds I shun 
for always,this 


lonely trek, 
leaving just one 


minute too Late, 
fated to load up 


again,both cargo 
and cult. 


Love These Isms 


Femin for one 
at its extreme 
ladies 


commandoraiding 
this rapist just 
acquitted in Germany, 


cutting off all 
further conversation. 


For the ballubaise? Hey! 
musical directors need 
more ZOPRANOS. Lessssshope 


they got the right one. 
(Left one too) 


Oh well fuck 

a Muslim after Lunch, 
puttanigger down a day suh 
great time to be livin,I sing a 


walk in the park 
The Rape of Nanking. 


A Vision Sent Up 


All these moaning and bitching 
Italians in a field somewhere 


with women swaying 


in and out 


attending to their MESS- 
y needs. Neither role in MY training 
I wait, therefore,but wryly 


do complain. Eventually. FUCK YOU! they 
"Hey! Just for being 


myself?" I riot back. "Give me a bREAK!" 
NO! always you wait too long ! 


At the invention of jealously 


God said Is this good or what? 
Writhing dance upon hot coals! Put 
‘em in mind of that alternate road. 


scream. 


Jenny For the Longest Moment 


still laughing at the idiot heel 
totoe scruff that sweating day. 


From the chair she sinks in 
with a cup and sweet 


eyes worn by steam,her 
throat arching 


Lamp 
light 
grain by 
grain. 


The Writer 


Dr Johnson treated like shit when he 
repaired to hightea Cambridge 
and you name me a more Literary 
sonofabitch from anybody's time. 


The Passion of Thought 


How you hear of these groups must 
ering through the ages re Jung or someone. 
Wouldn't you sense after a time it's 
coffeeand,or a touch 


Spiriting remembrance into these sessions 
of sweets and prolix thought? What are ideas, 


really? The impotent just 
reach to variant guns, 


and most strike 
their very names 
for love. 


I Just Found Out That It's ALl Right 


Between my balls,ascension, 
another DIMENSION,or so 


I've read in the Literature 
of Discarding Guilt. 


Though faithless 
I am spiritual 
when it comes 


to such matters,and cheap, 
though I'll spend and spend. 


The Result of Art 


Description is agreement 
at the least continuing 
true to others. 


Difference proves far, 
bizarre: no one holds 
your bunk either way. 


You and I 


What would you do? 
What would you do? 


It's so easy for you 
to be theoretically moral. 


But what if they confronted you 
on Krystalnacht with their clubs 
and leers,their sneering 


"We're smashing up some Jew 
businesses and some Jews, 
so what do you think? Hey?" 


They laugh "We're break 


ing open some Kike heads 
to watch the scheiss run out! 


Don't you approve? Aren't you with us? 
Herr und Frau UprightCitizen?" 


What do you say 
and what would you do? 


Probably Oh dear! Must you? 
Desiring hate to be decorous. 


And what say afterward? 

Hey! I saved my ass? ...the only 
rational thing? What to your 

children? What choice did I have? 

You can't possibly reason with animals! 


Note their eyes as you mouth it. And 
forever remember their eyes! 
Forever study the eyes of children. 


Somebody put it bluntly. 
Was it Bonhoffer,or Frankl, 
or Bettleheim? YOU, 

YOU must act! 


Morally on the INSTANT!: Hell 
of a prescription! But,if you can't 


stand up to thugs 
then what the fuck 
you living for? 


You're not a man. 
You're not a woman. 


What the fuck good are your IDEAS? 


Jesus. Francis. Buddah. Mohammed. 
John the Baptist, Teresa. King. Ghandi. 


John Brown, Susan Anthony. Luther, X, Joan of Arc. 


Lincoln. Hauptman. Scores of heros. Scores. 


These but examples! They didn't 


perpetually don what we call in America 
a shiteating grin. And they sinned. 


But what did they say and what 
did they do with the vital chips down? 


You know fuckin well, 
and don't we all? 


They stood up. 
They spoke out. 


If you believe in God then 
God expects such 


heroism. (Of course you're afraid. 
We all start there.) 


Let me be. 
Send up 
your chimneys 
whatever you wish,did you say? 


I mind my own business? 
Go about your own life, 
children, would you say? 


Go about it! 
Go! Don't seek my eyes. 


In my own I see running. 
Don't seek my eyes, 
not now! Yet 


the test 
will come 


Scores. 


some NOW. 


It will come 
as does the sun and rain 
or evening's trailing rust. 


Then what will I define? One must 
create a moral self 
in order 


to deserve 
death. 


After the Lecture 


And even a greater phoney 

because with each question, 
nothing comes to me,so 
I make up an answer 


from nerves. Invent it 
and in the process am amazed 


it sounds plausable 
the least bit, 
then run with it. 


This is creation, yes?- - 
a kind of spirit. 


Are we where we are,whatever 
intriguing spot because we're 
lazy or clever,or scared? Does 


God come round when we're dangerous 
ly puffed? 


Then or now? 
deserving. 


One Example of Lesbian Photography 


Pussy black-wingspread through 
sheer panties a 
mong seriously unmade bed, 


dresser with gummy glass 
Knobs in urin 


ous light. "HERE! and look 
widely suckahmale, 'cause it 


aint for you,noOway,not 
even in your sICKEST dreams!" 


Okay,but watch out for The Emperor of Ice Cream: 
He'll get yuh,SASS-ASS, regardless of where, 
or inandoutcloset manifestos of HAIR. 


Yeah we're all of us t 
RASHY too,relishing sex 
shoved at the square world,playing 
Doctor against Institutions 
of Deceit, flaunting IT: 


"What 'yuh think, huh? 
Huh? Moles of Sniveling?" 


They think no more or less as when they dream 
it's all about The Emperor of Ice Cream. 


Landing Instructions 
You've done all right. 
Dodged crashing by 
steadying flight. 


The women you soar past 
are all gnashingly divorced. 


With parlors. 


Girl to Boy,Sitting In Mall 


"This is, like,WAITing." Goad 
to do what others must. So? 
aren't we above our drudging 


parents,others as uncool? 
Who're like people. 


What I see 


lingers 
on the retinas 


till leached 
by blood and bone 
becoming me as much 


a lonely mystery 
as love. 


Vanishing Point 


Terror sighs mid 
grids ahead. Thinking 
what you said. 


LOUVRE 


French Charlie on the VCR, 
crowing 'bout's it Degas? 


Anyhow, much repetitious shit 
over vain space, rich 


woman squeezing her contemporary tits 
‘gainst heros of antiquity. Hey, 


Boyer, how ‘bout me with Alexander, 
his jiggling my Great Dick? 


Sonofabitch! 
Dots of piss 
Like fuckin gold! 


To some 


I continue to write love 
poems where there's none, 
not the passion craved 
at any rate, 


and when we're dead at last 
famous,the biographers'll quote 
them to affirm the lust 


ful cyclone whirling us in Toto! 
(or Kansas) Just wait 


a fuckin minute! you'll 
bellow out the grave. 
In vain. 


What difference? Even our friends kick 
our fretful tales around 


romance and fantasy,and,not 


the least,wit and humanness 
they know and more 
they sense. 


I love women more 


in romantic ways,not the daily 
grit. Like ascending 
Spring, those gusts 


of petals,ozone 
out of fiercest dirt Frenchkissing 
every cell. 


But they only work out 
in health clubs. 


Advice to the Loveworn 


Ever get tired of lying 
and lying, 
ever get sick of your cock 
or your cunt, 
ever get bored with buying 
and buying, 
ever want to suck yourself off? 
Then train,SUCKUH, 


Look yourself in the fuckin eye 
for once. 


Breathing in the Ruins 


Aching for love I get antiquity 
confirmed,hear and see 
the wind in grasses of rye 
again,mid the spilled monuments 


to our sexual race I strode through 

in Greece and in Turkey,those 

cakes of rock comprising once 
mighty pillars. Hey! 


Give me a break! Still 
assembled I,more urgency 
than ruin. Anxious thus 
to prove out ardor plus: 0 


how much better I,now, 
than the prowling tiger 
in the bloody jungle 

he creates! 


Ah you purr "So WARM! 
and,so what?" 


Management 101 


Went to school 
To a woman for 


Feelings,a 
Bitch. 


Social Danger 


Free your mind 
but be careful 
Since it's true 


ideas breed and 
before you know 


it you are mooning 
one discriminating. 


Mrs Marconi's Tubes 


That's it, Marconi. 
Too much is 
Enough! 


martyrs at a meeting 


but we do MORE they cry and I 
want to pay a proxy (way 


you had someone take your place 
in some [all?] our glorious wars) 


to listen to this shit for me: 
everybody with the rag 


or PMS rammed 
up collective 
ass. 


One Acquainted With the Bite 


I know too many women 
grading life as men 


strual cramps, 
and men. 


Mental Fury 


Relished flying 
variously then clos- 
ing by will 


but I did see you 
say,your Lips, 
Are you crazy? 


And deflected, 
unfit for hell. 


A Tenant of Christianity 


Thomas Merton,he 
shortcircuited 


in a Bangkok fleabag, 
fan to blame 

openandshut proof. 
Jesus! Cartoon 


flip for him you'd 
think,but where 
we're at's why 


we can't stay: now,in truth, 
it's something you don't cross 
every day so therefore 


what I wish to ask is how 
you Like your burnteyed boy, 


Mr Door? 


Possessed of fury 


of mind I tried reaching through 
nerves. 


to previous years, 
relishing 
what sufficed. 


I've abstracted now,al 
most wordless,it's 
a beautiful thing 


you're dead 
before you die. 


Being Made Whole 


The scene amends the 
mind,one adjusts 


the scene. Wry flowers 
to laughs, inapt 
spots. 


Divorce 


Do we come to find out 
that we understand nothing ever,a model,metaphor, 


so nothing? 
So what? Let's 


sustain it 
in our model agreement. 


High and Low 


according to Auden and some divines it's 
all of it a miracle, thus 


Max Olifant professes 
love for one,Louisa Gonch 


while squirming 
in the gaseous 
uplift of his farts. 


So,add them in their realistic beauty 
to Romeo 'n the whole glori 
ously fuckin bunch. 


Gently Down 


The eye amends 
The scene 
Amends 


The mind 
Amends 
The eye, 


Merrily 
Merrily 
Merrily 
Merrily. 


The ascension of the monkey 


makes heaven bananabright 
mid leaping fronds defining 
green forever. 


Such chatterers know everything. 
and haven't got a clue. 


Love cannot renew us 
if we see it through. 


Mopping Up 


No trick to this grimy work but 
when this place is finished'll 
smell Like The Fuckin Pines of Rome. 


Hey,what can I say? I live 
with this SLOB. Me. So, 


what can I say? He's sweet; 
I'm your basic prick 
of chaos. 


The Morgue--a Modern Refrain 


Ask him 

for your Survey. 

It's ole John Doe with 

a tag on his toe,on his toe. 


As him ‘bout it then 
you'll know how 

cold your ass 

with a tag 


on your horny toe toe toe. 


(Some words by BB King) 


Though I believe 
when you say what 
you say you Say, 


"Nobody loves me 
but my mother 
and she could be jivin too." 


This night 


has a mournful continence. 
I need my fat friend saying 
Eat! for Criiisakes,'n 

fuck everybody! 


Movieola 


Near a carousel flinging mirrors 
I whipped a handle to bare 
Langorous dancers. 


It's all been cubed, 
like everything, into 
apartments,but first 
the sledgehammering 


of fatigued machines, photos 
toppling off of tinted Princesses, 


fairer zones ex 
foliated by 
Cigarettes. 


At any rate,the loitering 
perverts no longer have to be 
molested with immediacy 


as they ply their seizing 
trade in places more surreal. 


The moon never checks in 
on a new Life. 


The Invention of Music 


From birds 
through laughing 


children;brush and trees 
to streams and into Lakes, 
enabling Light 


to sound. 


The Music Hall 


turn of our trying boulevardeur 
as he struts and boasts and how 


they taunt his randy hints and 
preening ways,even pitching 


a cabbage or two he 
sniffingly ignores. 


Ah but his stroll into the soft 
ballad,and then,their shy 
folding in,whispery 


at first,but soon fullthroated, 
chorus after chorus. 


Bowing off to teary whistles and cheers: 
the terrific game of it! More. 


What Breathes in the Ruins 


Aching for love I 
I get confirmations 


of antiquity. 
Hear and see the wind in 


grasses of rye mid 
Spilled monuments 


to our sexual race I strode 
through in Greece and in Turkey,those 
cakes of rock comprising once 
mighty pillars. Hey! 


Give me a break! Still 
assembled,more urgency 


than ruin. Anxious thus 
to prove out ardor plus: 0 


how much better I,now, 
than the prowling tiger 
in the bloody jungle 
he creates. 


I know!: You purr "So WARM!" 
and, "So WHAT?" 


A Story 


As rain swings the bridge to them, 
a man rushes over it with a woman. 


From a darkening mass of birches 
into a vapor of images in 


hurrying shapes,a straw cape 
bent against gusts, 
towards that bridge. 


In your face 


Dopplerian urban-pingpong, 
infernally sustained: phoning 
someone in this neighborhood, 


getting sirens through her phone, 
my window also. 


Nevermore 


Half -Baked 
's Best,Hairy Bombast 


Bucko 
's Relevance Blab as 
Bad as 


Culture dribbling NOW 
's UNIVERSAL INSIGHT- 
BITE, GOD- 


Awful bright and 
So arriving 
'S no use. 


Embrace 


Shadows harrowing the stones, 
we dream ourselves in breath, 


as rushing clouds 
exhale death 
through sodden 
leaves. 


I'm History 


on a fresh tear of 
sadness, 
so what is 


the question? 
Where can I. touch 
back? Some dull 


edge at the first I 
always want 
to feel and need out 


from harm's say, but 
at the last gasp 
ing another 


powerful wedge. 
Each is new n' 


aint that the SCOUR- 
ing charm, Bon Ami? 


Ask a Newspaper Person 


Darling I am going old... 
Keep the tits above the fold. 


Summing Up 


And police still have no clues 
in that mass rape in New Jersey, 
or the probably unconnected ritual be 


heading of a man on the hood of 
his Cadillace El Dorado on that 
very same street of horror,plus 
the Government denies reports it 


tested rat poison on ghetto children. 
And so from all the News! Now! 
Crew, havea NICE! Weekend. 


Everything must be invented: 


one can't pick one's nose 
without being predated 
by genius. 


Another Note To Feminists 


Ah hah! snap 
youseall, 
you're STILL 
not getting it! 


Oh God! you 
can actually 
TELL? 


After Magritte's This Is Not a Pipe 


This is not a poem. Its 
shit's displayed,and bodi- 
ly fluids splatter, 


menacing you with 
AIDSwhich IS! 


one BigFUCK 
inIDEA,so what 
MORE you want, 


hey,SecretSlut? 


Numbers 


1)hell,here they are 
like to have their TITS 
bounce for you. 
2)X that rammy shit! key 
LIBBERS,so what 


3)'s left? the 
BRAIN? STICK IT 


4)up against (1) 


5) and thus with old 
Sam Johnson I refute Berkley. 


One and Two 


In the measliest life 


Beauty won't rush past always, 


but fall into your arms, 
leaving everything 
to you. 


Recall the dance as slower, 
the desert sifting back, 
and in that trance 


know love never entirely 


dessicates,a trace 
element when scanned. 


A woman carries a baby 


I carry an ordinary book 
from New Haven and must 


make something 


of threats. The way we handle threats 
treats of the inevitable. 


The inevitable is unknowable by definition. 
The unknowable is the ordinary represented by nothing. 


There are departures, 
and a final one which- - 
like everything--is cliche 


till endured. 


And then again cliche. It's 
all of it ordinary. 


October Night 


Leaves gutter frosted 
streets, your hair 


doublecrossing 
moonlight. Pumpkins seethe 


mists that trees finger,black 
wind sucking our traitorous breath. 


Old Spice 


AStrap-Undershirt-Summer: broadcast 
Ing aromas where-ERE I go. 

“Who wuUZZZZZZZ that aro- 

matic man?" 


One and Two 


Even in the measliest life 
Beauty won't rush past always, 


but fall into your arms, 
leaving everything 
to you. 


Recall the dance as slower 
with the desert sifting back, 
and in that trance 


know love never entirely 
dessicates,a trace 
element when scanned. 


Outside In 


Answering menace we invent. 
Love for one,courage for another. 
Lust for both. What's 


between us we 
are joined against. 


Are they still around,such raging foes? The 
question loses breath 


in our so-revolving sweetness, 
in our acid,dripping pain. 


Pain 


's no IDEA and thus 
THEY don't help. But 
thanks,and yup,'s 

as y'insist: 


I'll orchestrate the rite 
encore,if only to get fresh 
ly scored: one frisks in 


haste, repairs at leisure 
all past help. (Even psychological. ) 


"Only Spiritual Methods!" keen 
another feverish few. Uh huh! 


Here's my heart 
and that's my hurry. 


The Self Guided TourWelcome 


to the Pain Retrospective. 
To summarize: plenty of time 


to fret or forgo. Again, 
ample space,too,for an act 
of forgiveness,for example, 


as you almost nearly arrive 
there. What continues to numb 


is traveling always 
over actual geography. 


History 


The air and I 
had been pleasant 
until the river 


shouldered past,then crashed 
the gorge. The water has 


a pair of balls tonight, 
I said. She answered 


Why can't things stay nice? 
Why do you eventually ruin them? 


Something makes me stop 
holding my breath 
in time. 


The Duty 


Coffee's nice 
so's the dozing other, 
those shuttery summonses. 


Perhaps things'll fold 
in before we wear out, 
the mail unwrap 


vows kept. Hold on,just... 
yesterday forewarned,mean 


while the coffee's rich,the weather 
discovers another aromatic way 


outside,a cardinal brightens 
the wind,slanting 


trees dapple down along 
the jogging ground. Flowers join 


earth to sun. What do I 
crave? Changes. All 


bewilderingly changes. 
What doesn't is the waiting 


unerringly aspiring second of paradise 
depending on this point. 


Paradox Street 


The more I reveal the less 
you'll like me. 


The more I reveal the more 
you'll love me. 


Growing Up--a Progression 


Feeling justified 
and yet sorry; 


and then feeling not 
so justified, 


and more sorry, 


and then feeling sorry 
and worrying 
about the whole CONcept 


of justification, 
and then wondering 
what the fuck happened, 


and then saying,how 
can I reverse things? 
the damage? 


and then learning 

that things might have 
already begun reversing 
despite you 


And then holding out 
for the nub: 
Wasn't I right in part? 


We all are. 
We all are. 


If you want a message 
try Western Union. 


The College Education 


I played my Titian card. 
"Titian? Titian? 
I'tlt do an Act of Contrition!" 


Then choke on this Berlioz. 
"I'd rather suck up No Doz." 


Okay,okay,I'm taking this trick... 
"You haven't got the dick!" 
...with Giles Fletcher the Younger! 
"Leave me Launch a Lunger." 


"0 isn't WIT! ultradisgustingly tiresome?" 
the third party heard from leapt upon the table, 
tore off her panties and then some. 


Revolving: “Get a good look you whores! 
Victoria's Secret is a cunt. Now're 

we gonna play cards or fuck 

around?" So we threw in. 


The Patriots 


In this poem's 
no age or gender. 


You'd be hard put 
to know genitals 


to play with,or which 
ethnicity or race. 


Hey! Politically Correct 
or no,abortion up or down? 
Try to fathom,Clown. 


You can't! Oh you can scorn,or 
be so bored you hear 
your pipes corroding, 


scream Lemme out of this 
lousy poem,so-called! - - 
the preciousness and drear 
little antelope tropes. 


Good! Say it's shitty 


at any rate 


we're digging democracy 
together. 


Little Matters 


The cashier protested 
"I'm righthanded 
and this setup's 


for a lefty: When I turn 
things are not there." 


From Various Old Popular Songs 


Why,Minnie,did you indeed mooch? 

and, additionally, hoochie-CO0OCH?- - 
I don't know this latter term 
but it vibes lowest-down Lust 


in the way I occasionally desire, 

at any rate,you,Hanna of the Hard Heart, 

how COULD you pour water on a drowning man, 
even if it WAS in Savannah? 


The heat can make us strange and 
strained of course. But worst 


worst worst,and not confined 
to the female sex, re Smoke 


Gets in Your Eyes. (Does 


America 


The pepper is pretty. 
What I consume 
I ruin. 


From Various Old Popular Songs 


Why ,Minnie,did you indeed mooch? 
and, further, hoochie -COOCH? - - 
I know not this latter term 
but it vibes a low-down Lust 


in the way I occasionally desire 

at any rate,you,Hanna of the Hard Heart. 

How COULD you’ pour water on a drowning man, 
even if it WAS in Savannah? 


The heat can make us strange and 
strained of course. But worst 


worst worst,and not confined 
to the female sex, re Smoke 
Gets in Your Eyes. (Does it? 
Has it? Jesus! Wow!) where 


laughing friends deride 
tears I cannot hide like? 


Holy Shit! What kind of 
fuckin friends are THEY? 


And why hide your human sorrow? 
(Please don't hide your human sorrow. 
for how can I love you without it?) 


Those American years break off,brittle in strife. 
(I knew a man he danced with his wife.) I'm happy to be 
living now with so much 
truer pals,and with women 


so much lovelier and tougher 
that you'd better be awful 
awful careful hoochy-cooching round THEM, amigo! 


And as for that pouring water 
routine,they Just. Wouldn't. Bother. 


Isn't it funny whatall they've put in songs? 
Like love. Like love. 


Please don't hide your human sorrow. 
for how can I love you if you do? 


Don't you know don't you know what each cloud contains? 


Don't hide 
your sorrow. 
for how can I 
love you? 


Don't hide 
your sorrow. 
for I love you. 


Don't hide. 
I love you. 


Isn't it funny 
what we sing? 


Isn't it funny how even I must ultimately say love? 
Who've beat the shit from out of it and all else? 
How we must come back to that? 

Resolving to the vanishing 


point 


which vanishes 
and remains? 


What is Granted To Heros 


I obtained the essential permission 

from television commercials depicting 
those behaving the way I do. Affirmed 
to parents and friends what had been 


arrived at through scouring thought 
had finally been sanctioned. 


My parents...need time for caution, 
and eventually murmur they have agonized 
about it...and are not sure--their generation. 


My friends. My friends. Wry to their degenerate 
cores,they laugh,of course,at my latest... 
whatever,and one hisses Don't you believe it! 


Nothing's ever approved of. If they 
see you thinking it is,then they zap 
you with greater effectiveness. 


My generation. I don't know who to feel more sorry for. 

At any rate,I'm going ahead now to nudge past 

the commercials--no big deal--and yet I can physically feel 
everyone,my colleagues at work too,just peeling away. 


But isn't that how it has always been? You're not free 
to make up your mind about much at any time 


in any society,despite the round blather 
of the identical historic documents- - 


though what you seize in this regard makes all the difference. 
However, you must,realistically,pay. 


To behave heroically is quite simple, 
and amazingly small: you merely 
acknowledge the price. 


A Law 


A piece in my head 
makes a noise. 


Unlike music, 
unlike anything 
I say...now. 


The soul lacks a statute 
of limitations. 


Plastic Surgeons Buy BMWs 


and you the other 
Spender in the glass 


watching your cosmetic- 
ally enhanced 
or diminished 


mouth 


Lipping 


"a thing of beauty 
is a jerk forever." 


Answer Before Asked 


Searching Plato I conclude 

it's WHAT YOU'RE DOING NOW(?) 

Well I'm writing this 'n 

thinking about what I just thought 
while writing THIS right here! 'n... 


Plato,he could say it 
looks like a double-play, 
though never unassisted, 
but it aint: THIS! is. 


FAMILIAR my radio PORTRAIT brain,more 
rayed against 


than raying,affect 
ing resonance 

to evade 

murder 


Miscreant 


towards the precincts 
of desire I move, 
having it in hand, 


a badge of sorts. Anything 
you whisper can be heard 
against you,though evidence proves 


it out 
to be 
only me. 


Next time I can only wish 
apprehension,my rites red. 


Predictions More or Less Profound 


Monday I'll move heaven 
and earth and Laundry. 
Male,me,I've purchased ever 


more socks and underwear. 
HISTORY 


will despise women 
discarding moi 
onto a filthy pile! 


Some Prints of the Natural Numbers 


In wind 
the fir 
seethes, 


widening 
to a fan 
of selves, 


focussing, keen 
to explode. 


The process is always 


I express 
hope then 


it urges mate. Prayer 
by grinding prayer,I,refined, 
discover something smaller, 


meaner, 
closer 


to me, 
My God! 


Whatthefuckyuhthink 
‘bout THIS outcome? 


Unexpected hey, 
Asshole? 


A Psychological Poem in 2 Parts 


1--Healthy: 


Trifles! 


2--Sick: 


Trifles! 


Some Prints of the Natural Numbers 


In wind 
the fir 
seethes, 


widening 
to a fan 
of selves, 


focussing, keen 
to explode. 


The process is always 


I express 
hope then 


it urges mate. Prayer 
by grinding prayer,I,refined, 
discover something smaller, 


meaner, 
closer 


to me, 
My God! 


Whatthefuckyuhthink 
‘bout THIS outcome? 
Unexpected hey, 
Asshole? 


down the window. 
beads this tiny 
satisfy. 


Further, 
it's forever 


to a melancholy. 


Rainstreaks 


Manifesto 


I got real work today 
No time for fuckin 
LIFE. 


Keeping a Tradition 


Hey hey, 
the refusal to say. 


Met it again yesterday. 
We walked around 


and around and around about 
the same. 


RegretzighHaddaFew... 
(Bloom on Wallace Stevens) 


tried to read 
and read it, 
can't though 


in the margin some- 
one puffs Yes! 
after a lurking form- 


ulation that'd bake a Don 
or John Q's brains to what 


avail I do not know; just 
that I seem to miss 
that olddddd feeling 


after all such 
circle jerks. 


Symposium of Romance Novelists 


What's t' 
sympose? 


Round 


Faith believes 
in nothing, 


Hope waits 
a day, 


Charity gives 
it 1/2 away. 


Consider the old 
man,give me 
flowers. Stay 


far from him he's 
Queer. I hid 
as cops swung in. 


WelL,he got 
what we get 
n' all ‘cause... 


Increments 


Wreckage in the rear 
view mirror,no time or 


way to fix re 
ceding as it is al- 


ways. 


The Compass 
A sacrifice in order 
to begin, 


I put my hand 
to it. Let it be? 


Fine,but how grasp when 
it commences 


killing? Menac 
ing this 
life. 


From a phrase of Cavavy 


You'll always end up in this city 
familiar cunt. The whore holds out 


for promises so you vow. 
More money,what else? 


Your same pants on the same chair, 


you stretch for your wallet 
as if inventing a style. 


The bills,at least,are new. 
They cut your fingers. 


You,are,believe it or not,alive 

in this muffled room at the end 

of a meretricious century. With 
guts you'll start leaving 


it in your pants 
as a valid convention. Love 


'S an invention,Slug. 
SO move your ass 
differently. 


Where the World Isn't Too Much With Us 


This 15 as right as I can get it 
knowing what I now know. 


thus the scholar in humility. 


A quiet proclamation shows 
the highest calling. 


I've known some asses, Lousy 
to spouses or lovers, 
queers nasty as 

catshit, asexual 

whores, back- 

stabbers, 

pimps, 


but in the pages of books, 
in penurious journals, 
noble. 


The Only Way 


The Good Scholars 
paw the givens 
in order 


to turn to 
minds:Yours 


a good one they say final- 
ly believe us! Fuck em. 


Note To the Sexually Correct 


I'd rather hear a lame duck sing 
than all the ohsofussy theories 
denying Man's eMOOHtional needs 
are anything but craving fucking. 


At The Universal Bookstore 


Ah yes,Collected Plays 
and Poems of Shakespeare, 
the distilled genius 

of all the ages 


of English Literature. Eleven 
Hundred and Twelve Pages: 
one dollar,work definitive 


on jerking off,one 
hundred pages neat: 
forty-eight dollars. 


Note your dong. 
Whatever is is wrong. 


The History of Change 


how insidious 
the notion 
for a moment 


its self 
a shadow 


of its 
former 
shelf. 


The Shortcut 


Times I gushed 
I didn't know 
what else to do. So 


now this incredible hulk, 


guilt. Ignorance of 


manners,and nerves 
and lack of art embarrass 


unless we forgive those 


cops we shill 
to ticket us. 


That Old Sick Self 


I'm SICK of myself! 
Talk talk talk! Why 
not just grab her? 


Fire repayed or ice: 
what's the bleedin 
difference? 


Sistine Revisited 


What if Michaelangelo 
said I'm beginning to see 


the human form, 
all forms really, 
as planes to tilt 


and as cubes 
to revolve 
to fit my view 


and what I want 

from color? Why 

then we might've 

gotten someone quite ordinari- 


ly called Sal and not 
savored his flavor, 
therefore. 


6 O'Clock News 


Some chat of murder 
after dinner 
swirls into coffee,good 


till the last dregs 
if she's strangled 
with her bra or excrement 


gets smeared around. 
KILROY 
continues to be here, 


making ALLAMERICA, 
raping THEGIRLNEXTDOOR 
before medals and report cards. 


Jerking off 
as they slow the avalanche 
to show the agony. 


Electonic hearsay 
doesn't move us. 


What could after all? The TV 
runs on blood,I just run. 


Sloppy, 


I try disclosing 
to a woman who 
hardly knows 


me. She,instead,whip 
saws herself. Does 
a flower affect 


resonance? 
Should it confess? 


The Murder of Feeling Revised 


used to smell of the Lamp 
but now with computers 
it speaks of the bytes 
out of techique 
's tired ass 


Did You Know a Snake Has Two Penises? 


Listen, Honey... 
Listen, Honey... 


a floating day in early fallfor dagmar 


the softest kiss, 
Lips touching 
your hair 


you will ache when 


it brushes 
a solitary leaf 


When as Now 


In Spanish Drama of the Golden Age 
the peasants were let in free 
after the Third act. So what 


you think there,Jose and Eloisa,dumb 
to what has heretofore decreed 


the murder,the romance, 
the suicide and marriage? 


Do you find it harrowing or funny, 
Knowing shit 


happens? 


Bring your own spirits 


invites the Peking Restaurant. 

(Their Ancesters bringing theirs?) Sure'n 

mine's olde Irish Charm (read lies). The Swede's dour face,plus 
frozen bone,and ice 


balls. The voluble Italian's perpetually 
smarting pride. The Jap his pussy 
team,sucking collective ass to save 


collective face. Ze Kraut exhorting Vork! and zen 
ve can BOOZE und put on yuh voman's undervears und dance 


togethers,no? 
What do I know? 
Who leads? 


The Witnesses 


Picking up a squirrel's skull 
in a rainy graveyard above 
Helvetia,West Virginia,what 


should I think? Mortality, 
according to the Literature, 
but how clean 


this afterdeath,how picked 
and small and bleached and pure 
as any brilliant plate 


uncrazed,quickest light silvering 
our actual,livid faces. 


Impossible Answers 


If I've forgiven 
and I have 
long ago, 


then how come 
it still hurts? 


I inform my friends 
they're USA TODAYS 
of psychobabble; they, 


in turn,file countersuits 
alleging that the statute 
of limitations counts and 
I therefore MUST be happy. 


Some have themselves unearthed 
faith through lust or a someone 


answering to Christ. I'm glad 
for them 'n'all,hunting 
a cave myself. 


Every step's 
into the future- - 
cliche I know, 


so? Goddamn a mood 
Since pearblossoms bloom 
up and down State St. 


Night, Stonehenge, Us 


tumbling through 
a Druid eye at 
solar carnival. 


Storyville Piano Academy 


Elegant whore- 

houses had Professors tinkling 
their jellyrolls,which 

is evidently why 

God made them. 


Connecting the Dots 

When we met 

(not as cliche as the words) 
well,I had formed a picture, 


graph, rather,too scat 
tered to be coy. 


It evolves,at each point 


becoming new 
ly imperative. 


SUN 


'S a Supris- 


ing bugger 


not supposed 
to come round 
and he does 


Saying HERE! 
you un 
de 
serv 
ing 
FUCKERS! 


It takes talent to write trash 


from review of beach books. Agree, but 
I've got THIS far without all THAT 


much. So how'bout She spun to me 
wearing a look ordinarily 
reserved for Mongoloid babies? 


OR? As the vile hours emptied 
the shapes of night 


mares bled through 
his gritty days? 
OR? The trees quivered 


like affrighted spaniels 
in the drifting folds 
of the Sultan's saffron robe? “How RANK 


and how CLICHE this USA!" 
sniffed McGoon,the last man 
left,balls like coconuts. 


"Men!" spat Moira, "Men!" twisting 
her cigarette into dead Harold's navel. 


The brute wind 
upholds the brightest oriole 
by whim of God!--NOW! NOW! 


can't noOH! body move the indolent 
angels to chorus one mighty fuckin chord? 


Forget it cuz falling back through all 
of this deep purple I just KNOW 
I've GOT! IT! the TALENT! !!!!!trreet 


i'm not 


talking 
,yes 


-ter 
day 
des - 
TRUCT 
ive 


Talk Show News 


Rocker blew himself fuckin 
away, 'Nn 


he never had nuttin 
t'say. ‘n 


there's, Like,nuttin what 
ever t'say 
t'day. 


So they're say 
in it. 


Tantric 


uncovers my "light 
wand, "OKmmm...desired more 


wavelength 
but my friends are all co 
dependent and working on 


advising every 
body to go fuck itself, 
fluorescently 


equipped or no, 
while analysts invent new 
credentials for all this 
old intriguing: 


New Age. 
Get Layed. 


Stars 


churning 
wry flowers,rain 


drops scatter 
the eye 


happens. 


The Desire of The Mirror 


Things at their quickest 
oh yes it's living 


life hot,but don't we think 
and feel and intend in 
ignorance? Better,patience whose 


cure's too slow it just can't be 
waited on?shouldn't,at any rate 
what can you expect? Dreams 


slide you a break, 
cryptic devices 
in grave ice. 


Reciprocal 


Li Po,tipsy 
in his boat, 
hugged 


the moon with 
in the Lake. 


Drowned. We become 
what we embrace. 


Present Inferno 


I hope you're all fuckin 
satisfied. All this slop 
about FEEEEEE-lings has made 


the men into women. (Between us 
girls being the widest phrase 
on the planet.) Is it any wonder 


we get off midway 
in the dark wood thumping 
our tomtoms? 


The Infinite Encore 


I wanted truth to be 
true and there it 
goes again. 


Uniting Opposites 


The easy thing to say 
is the way 


to live--no fuss. 
Pity poor Hamlet 
and us. 


At the University 


Strutting memorial stones 
a pigeon fantails between 
boy scholars untrue 


to anything 
might take looking into, 


girls aswing with a something 
nothing can propound,bi- 
cyclists boring under 


the latest shit 
on man falling 
out the window. 


The Competition 


When the wind turned, your 
scrawny craft uppercut, 
how come 


you didn't feel it 
earlier? The cues 
eternally there in 
water and air,angles 


of the sun,vapory 
intimations, sounds 
before beginning, 


the wrench 
ing solitary 
cloud, your lover 


's eyes gnawing 
the moon. 


Loose Lips 


0 patterns of inbit adolescence 
overheard: Do that again I'll bust 
your motherfuckin' head! 


etc.;back in my own cheap stretch: 
You're cruisin’ for a bruisin'-- 


how it briefs us 
re adult life, 
the menace softer 
in sound only 


USA 


Exalted country where 
whores take credit 


cards. ALL 
sorts. 


Uniting Opposites 


The easy thing to say 
is the way 


to live--no fuss. 
Pity poor Hamlet 
and us. 


At the University 


Strutting memorial stones 
a pigeon fantails between 
boy scholars untrue 


to anything 
might take looking into, 


girls aswing with a something 
nothing can propound,bi- 
cyclists boring under 


the latest shit 
on man falling 
out the window. 


The Competition 


When the wind turned, your 
scrawny craft uppercut, 
how come 


you didn't feel it 
earlier? The cues 
eternally there in 
water and air,angles 


of the sun,vapory 
intimations, sounds 
before beginning, 


the wrench 
ing solitary 
cloud, your lover 


's eyes gnawing 
the moon. 


Loose Lips 


0 patterns of inbit adolescence 
overheard: Do that again I'll bust 
your motherfuckin' head! 


etc.;back in my own cheap stretch: 
You're cruisin’ for a bruisin'-- 


how it briefs us 
re adult life, 
the menace softer 
in sound only 


USA 


Exalted country where 
whores take credit 


cards. ALL 
sorts. 


Portrait of a Lady 


She ransacks a dozen marriages, finally set 
ting up a commune against the wretched 
economic climate,becoming MotherofAlLl, 


salvaging many relationships and everyone else 
loves her as she never stops 


giving and going 
through men who get younger, 


worshiping the very earth 
she contends 


on The Very Latest Abortion March 
in D. C. her great heart bangs 


out,picket sign graz 


ing the Barnard l 
ass ahead,who hisses 
WATCH IT BITCH! 


softly romantic fuzz 
followed by 

Guess I'll go to Vegas 
and fuck my brains out 


how bout modifeied Shake sonnet?CCI've gotten vicious, 


refusing to be the sucking 
asshole of aggression. 

The phone lines run 

both ways,Hon, 


and your cunt 
is no more golden 
than my cock.CC¢ 


Preferences 


Wouldn't mind 
being a violin 
ist,I think that'd be nice. 


If you didn't have to 
play the fuckin thing 
all the time. 


The War 


Lasted 1 hr 
And only 2 
Of us died 


Fucking 
A camel. 


Celebrations 
Dedications 
Parades con 


Tinuing RATTATAH7AH! 
For years in all The 
Yellow Media 


Ribboned Hysteria why 
Even good news 
Had to be censored. 


What you see in 


lots of American faces, 
character- 


less,men at any rate, 
the terror they ice slowly 
Caponizing till the stock 


bottom line: They're 
merely shook, 


wattles and chins, 
retiring as women, 


fiercely alone,a 
pudding Monseur 


Death sucks up. 


The Unified Theory 


I fear the whores' 
latitudes where 
down go I 


a street and they express 
Come on in here you! 
"The old li 


brary, bibliotique? 
Is it this way?" 


You might say 
that. 


wit, 
the word 
you say 
less 


ening another. 


Fire One 
I like it when a woman 
zaps the shit from you 
then seems solicitious 


bringing gifts to keep 


you as her mental ward 


with hopes you'll snap 
back thoroughly enough 
to efficiently arrange 


A Woman 


can stamp rage 
onto a moment 
Saying: Don't 


come anywhere 
this mood! 


NEAR 


Or Are They Like Men? 


Do they BELIEVE 
the seizing when 
it's ruling them? 


The Aesthetic: a definition drawn in real time 


Itza Wunnerful World when 
any SLOB inabowlin jacket 
Cin makamovie,sighing of CRAFT whiles 


TV-queried by this somethin in a tie. 
Throw a snake in they'd claw to fuck it. 


The Dithering Tradesman 


The world's not the 
telling of it,fun 


y trade where- 
in you can't worry 
the Light 


rain and sun, 
those subtle ways 


night comes,whatever 
moon,asail or trim 


within the sabled rush 
of fragrances. 


The Decorative Arts 


While wrapping 
you abstracted 
being 
thrust in 
Side ribbons, 
awaiting 


lust. 


Zinfandel,a Guide 


a lot of laughing 
and a Little sex; 
it seemed so nice 
-ly proportionate 


